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Saying Kirk was cool was not cool 

If James wanted to say Cliff was a great dude to hang around with, thatd be it. He'd say it and he'd get nods 
in agreement. Cliff was a cool dude and there was no dispute over that statement. No folded edges. No 
questions. That was like saying "brown is a nice color". 


But Kirk wasn't cool. He wasn't a person you'd brag about being friends with. 


No, James wasn't ashamed of being friends with Kirk. But there was something about the slim guitarist that 


was.. odd. 


James was used to hanging out with tough dudes, dangerous dudes, don't-give-a-shit dudes. Fun dudes. Cocky 
dudes. Combative dudes. Even Lars. Whatever Lars lacked in height and balls, he overcompensated with his 
tireless tongue, which drove James crazy at times. But it also made Lars unique. And unique Lars and short- 


tempered James got along. By some miracle of God. 

But Kirk was nothing like that. 

He was nothing like nothing, really. 

James had never met someone like Kirk. It bugged him to an extent. 


Kirk was talented Curious. Quiet. On the other hand, he laughed a lot. He had fun a lot. He drank a lot. So did 


James. 


Kirk made an idiot out of himself. He spoke in a funny way. He played around in a funny way. He joked about 


being bisexual. 


James had a little heart attack every time Kirk insinuated he liked both sexes. He couldn't imagine someone 


joking with their image like that. 
Kirk on the other hand didn't mind. He didn't object to nicknames. 
He didn't give a fuck. 


There were times when James wondered whether there was any truth to what Kirk was hinting. Lots of people 
figured Kirk seemed a bit effeminate. 


James didn't. Because Kirk wasn't being feminine. James had met women, and Kirk never acted like one. 
So, no feminine. More like... childish. 


Kirk seemed to have a way of letting go of strict grown-up rules of everyday behaviour and just letting go. 
Being playful. Disengaged. Something. James couldn't find the right word. 


Kirk hinted at being bisexual. But seeing all the girls piling up in front of Kirk's room every night made James 
push that thought to the trash can Kirk liked girls. It was obvious. He may have liked boys as well 


He probably didn’t He couldn't have. Because James.. wouldn't know what to do with that knowledge. 


But the thing that bugged James the most was Kirk's lack of concern. You could call him names, he wouldn't 


blink. He would flip you off and laugh about it. 


Then he would go about his usual routine. 


He didn't give a fuck. 


And because of that, at the end of the day, Kirk was free. 


James wasn't. 

But at times when Kirk was around him, James could pretend he was. Try and let loose a bit, even if only in 
his mind. Laugh, be a little open. Maybe brush against Kirk Touch Kirk's arm. Hug him around the shoulders. 
Maybe some of it would spill over to James and he would be just like Kirk 

Did he want to be like Kirk? 

No. 


But.. 


He could talk to Kirk. Talking to Kirk was interesting. Unique. Terrifying in a way. 


And so one night as they sat on the couch in front of a turned off television, with James loaded on a couple 
less beers than he pretended to have had and with eyes far clearer than he wanted them to seem, he turned 


to Kirk and asked for a refill. And Kirk did start to get up, but James leaned over and trapped him with a 


forearm on his shoulder blades. 
"Uh, Het-" 


Then James lowered his head until his bangs obscured his face and opened his mouth to speak. The muscles in 


Kirk's back and arm bunched as he tried to turn, but James's weight held him in place. 

They could chat like this. 

Tongue folding over itself, James spoke to Kirk's back. 

"You're easy to talk to. You know?" He wrinkled the end of Kirk's t-shirt. "But you're also hard to talk to." 
Kirk stopped moving. 


"How so?" 


"You're not judgmental. You." He slurred, unconvincingly. "You're just a person 


Staring somewhere ahead - or having his eyes closed for all James knew - Kirk murmured: "Is that why it's 


easy or hard to talk to me?" 
"Easy." 
"And why hard?" 


James rubbed his eyes with the back of his palm, still leaning heavily on Kirk's back. His voice came out weak, 
so he shut his eyes. 


"Because | don't want to disappoint you." 


For a moment, Kirk said nothing. James said nothing. If the smoke from the ashtray on the coffee table had a 
way of making a sound, they would both be listening to it. They probably were. 


Then James said: "And everything | do or say feels like it's gonna be torn apart and close-inspected." 
"But you said | don't judge. How-" 
"| don't fuckin’ know. | just wish it wasn't like that." 


Kirk said nothing. The weight of James's forearm and upper body held him captive. James's scent invaded his 
nostrils. Shampoo. Sweat. Musk. Alcohol. 


"Do you want me to get that beer?" 


After a second or so, James unglued his arm from Kirk's shoulder and rolled back into his spot, staring at his 


denim covered lap - face a lot warmer and head a lot more sober. 

A minute later, a bottle appeared in his sight and he took it, savoring the freezing touch of the glass. 
Kirk's ass dipped the couch. 

James tipped the bottle, but not his head. His face remained obscured by his hair. 

He hoped it was. 

"Wanna watch a movie?" 


"Sure." 


His voice was squeaky. Tiny. 

"Yeah." He repeated in a deeper tone, watching Kirk rise from his seat and fumble with the VCR. 
"Does it bother you?" He asked, hoping that Kirk wouldn't turn around. 

He didn't. 

"What?" Kirk took the tape out and pushed it into the player. 

"What | told you." 

"Why would it bother me?" 

"Does anything bother you?" 

"Yeah." 

"What?" 

"Lots of stuff 

"Do | bother you?" 

Kirk glanced at him. James fought not to avert his own gaze. 

"No." 

"Why?" 

Kirk made a sound similar to a snort. He pressed PLAY and returned to his seat. James's thighs tensed. 
"Why what? Why don't you bother me? Do you want to bother me?" 

"| bother everyone else. Why not you?" 

Kirk's gaze fell to the nearly full bottle James had his grip on 

"Beer's turning warm. I'm not getting you another one." 

James stared at him. Kirk stared ahead. In the background, the movie intro made itself known 


James averted his gaze and cleared his throat. The neck of the bottle was indeed getting warm. His hand slid 


down to its body, where the glass still sent tingles through his palm. 
"So." Kirk cleared his throat. "Does it stop you?" 

James blinked, confused by the question 

"What?" 

"From talking to me, | mean" 

James settled the bottle on the surface between his thighs. 

‘Im talking to you now, am | not?" 

Kirk adjusted his position, getting more comfortable. 

"Never mind." 


James dared a glance at him. He had his arms folded over his chest, beer tucked under his armpit, ass on the 


very edge of the couch. His legs were bent and his gaze focused on the TV screen 
"| don't want to talk to you." James eventually said. Kirk looked at him. 


‘| mean, | don't not want it. | just don't do it because | wanna chit-chat. Something makes me talk to you. | don't 


fuckin’ know." 

"| don't think you really talk to me that much, James. 

James's mouth closed and he swallowed, returning his attention to the damp body of the bottle. 
"You mind that | don't?" 

Kirk shrugged with one shoulder. James grumbled under breath. 

‘It'd be great to get a real fuckin’ answer from you every once in a while." 

"What?" 

"Nothing. Just—" 

"Get a real answer from me?" 


"Forget it, alright?" 


"I will" Kirk assured him, returning his attention to the TV. "I don't know if | mind it" He eventually said, 
scratching his cheek, and then pushing his hand back into the folded position on his chest. 


"Sometimes. You're not bad to talk to. Sometimes" He added with a glare in James's direction. 

James looked at him. And since he couldn't find a proper answer that both satisfied his curiosity and kept him 
in the safe territory, he said nothing. His eyes found the television set and watched a guy pour gas into his 
truck. Some fat redneck came out of the station and started a conversation. They sized each other up and the 
guy with the truck pulled a couple of bills out of his pocket then handed them over. 

"What is this?" 

Kirk inhaled slightly. 

"No idea. It's Cliff's. He brought it over along with everything else." 

"There wasn't anything else we could watch?" 

Kirk stood up from the couch and went over to the TV, then pressed the STOP button. 

"Better?" 

James's surprised and irritated glare turned into a disinterested stare. 

"Whatever" 

Kirk returned to the couch and spread his knees, back sinking into the cushion. James frowned, rubbing the 
bottom of the bottle with his thumb. He opened his mouth about half a dozen times during the following 
minute, trying to find something to relay to Kirk - some words, any, or just one word perhaps, but nothing 
seemed good enough, so he kept his tongue in check. 

Eventually, Kirk spoke. Quietly. 


"| would never be disappointed, you know." 


James's gaze found the other man's profile, half obscured by the large amount of black curls spilled all over 


his head and shoulders. Kirk's thick lips peeked out though. 
His nose did too. 


Then Kirk looked at him and James almost recoiled, caught. 


In what, exactly, he didn't know. 

He just nodded, 

"Thanks. But you don't have to say that" 
Kirk looked at him curiously. 

"How will you know if | don't tell you?" 


James opened his mouth a fraction, and then ducked to shut it with the beer. His tongue was dry, so dry he 
should've noticed earlier. He chugged half a bottle, wiping his mouth with the back of his palm. 


"Do you really think you bother people?" Kirk asked. James turned his head to find dark eyes looking at him in 
curiosity. 


| don't know." 

"Do you mind if you do?" 

"Fuck no." 

"Then why do you care if you disappoint me?" 


Blue eyes shot a glare in Kirk's direction. The dark haired man stood up and headed to the kitchen, waving 
slightly with a hand. 


"| get it; you're not that drunk" 


James stared at Kirk's retreating back, burned and slightly offended that the guitarist was able to see through 


him. 

He got up and turned the TV back on 

| thought you didn't wanna watch," Kirk said when he returned to the room, carrying a bowl of chips with him. 
"| wanna see what happens." James murmured as he sat down 


Kirk's teeth cracked the fake potatoes and James reached over to grab some, but Kirk pulled the bowl out of 
his reach. 


" Hey- " 


"Get your own" 

"Fuck you" 

"Tell me” 

"What?" James's face darkened when he realized what. "C'mon, Hammett" 


Kirk stood up and strolled over to the TV, bowl under armpit, then pressed the volume button several times, 


decreasing it to tiny background voices. 


James watched him sit back in place and bend one leg toward him, elbow on the armrest. The bowl lay behind 
Kirk's ass. 


K 
James folded his arms over his chest and stared at the TV. 
"| dont want that shit that much 

"Whatever." Kirk shrugged 


On the screen, some chick with fried blond hair stormed out of a small house. The guy from the gas station 
went after her, yelling something and waving with a bundle of clothes. 


Kirk munched on the chips, making sure to make as much noise as he could. 

"How fuckin’ old are you?" 

"Fuck off" Kirk replied simply. 

"You fuck off" 

"Why don't you just tell me, and then you won't have to listen to me eat-" 

| don't have to listen to you either way." James reached over to the video and increased the volume. 
How could you do that to me, Brian? | thought we had something special!" 

Lisa, cmon, youre not being reasonable-' 

Reasonable? HI give you reasonable, you piece of-" 


The chick with the fried blond hair swung her purse as hard as she could. 


Kirk snickered. 


James's ass dropped down into the same warm spot, arms folding over his chest. 

"Nice." Kirk said. 

"Shut up." 

Scratching the back of his messy-haired head, James let out an exhale. His arm dropped down to the armrest, 
picking on the loose thread in the dark fabric. Various rotating lights coming from the TV screen projected a 
different color on James's forearm and he watched the hairs on it become invisible, then visible again. 


"| don't know." 


He sneaked a glance in Kirk's direction, but Kirk was staring ahead, popping chips into his mouth. James turned 
his attention back to his arm. 


Light yellow. Bluish. Light yellow. Dark blue. His gaze went to the TV. Brian and Lisa were having a civilized 


conversation. 
"| don't know why | care if you'd be disappointed.” 
The loud munching stopped. James's whole body tensed, knowing Kirk was listening. 


"You're so different." He pushed out the words. "From me, | mean. You're everything l'm not. You don't have 


any flaws." 

Kirk snorted. 

James blinked a few times, determined to say what he wanted to, while he could. 

Dark blue. Green Light yellow. 

‘| guess." He swallowed, but there was no saliva left. "I don't want you to think of me what | think of myself" 
The bowl thudded against the coffee table. When James raised his head, Kirk had disappeared into the kitchen. 
His ears were ringing. 


Closing his eyes against the warmth of his face, he opened them quickly and started picking on the beginning of 
a pimple on his forearm, watching it turn bright red, then light blue again. 


Something cold nudged his shoulder. James's head snapped around. 


"Take it" Kirk wiggled the bottle, leaving cold drops on the pale skin. 


Grabbing the beer, James watched the other man drop into his spot, clanking another two bottles on the 
coffee table. 


"Drink it," Kirk instructed when he realized James was staring. 

Tipping the bottle, James drank about a half, grunting in protest when he felt Kirk's finger push at the bottom. 
He downed the beer and wiped his mouth, dropping the empty container to the couch. 

"You good?" 

James stared. After a moment or two, he nodded. 

"Good" 


Kirk grabbed the bowl of chips and placed it between the two of them, leaning back in his seat. His bare feet 
climbed to rest on the edge of the coffee table. 


James's head shook slightly 

"That's it?" 

Kirk glanced at him, a curled slice of potato stopping in front of his mouth, 
"What do you want me to do?" 

A spear shot somewhere through James's ribcage. He felt his cheeks heat up. 
"Nothing." He dropped back down, folding his arms over his chest. 


"Look, | figure you don't wanna talk about it. So, | don't wanna push you." Kirk shrugged and turned his attention 
back to the TV, where the volume seemed to be down a few notches, for some reason. 


James felt his eyesight cloud over. His heart was thrumming near the place he got speared and his eyeballs 


felt dry and strained. 
"Then why did you fuck around with me? You got your answer, so now what?" 


His tone was aggressive and he didn't do anything to soften it. That spear still sat in his chest, so he figured 
he had the right to be bitter. 


Kirk blinked at him. 

"And here are the chips. Like | promised" He pushed the bowl closer to James. 
Pulling his sneaker off his foot, James threw it at the guitarist. 
"Motherfucker! What was that for?" 


"For you being a fuckin’ tooll" James growled. "Do you have any idea how hard it is to say shit like that? 
Words, Kirk! Some of us don't just trade them around like candy." His nostrils flared. 


On the TV screen, Lisa was freaking out again. 

James breathed through his mouth. 

"What were you expecting?" Kirk asked. 

"A bowl of chips, dick." 

Kirk grabbed a bottle from the table and pushed it toward the singer. 

| don't want no fuckin’ beer!" He shoved Kirk's forearm away, but the guitarist was persistent. 
"Drink it, James." 

"All that makes me do is piss ten times per hour, so fuck of fl" 

Kirk put the bottle aside and climbed up on James's thighs, facing him. 

James blinked a couple of times, clearly thrown off. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" 

"This would've been a lot easier if you had taken the beer," Kirk said, wiggling until he was comfortable. 
"Get off my lap, Hammett." 

Kirk gripped James's shoulders. 


"Shut up and listen" Kirk sighed. "You're so stubborn sometimes; a fuckin’ donkey can't measure with you. If | 
put a fuckin’ pineapple in front of your face, you'd still be asking where the juice is." 


"What the fuck are you talking about?" 


"| wasn't ignoring your confession, James. | just wanted to give you that extra shove in the right direction. But 
| swear getting words outta you is like getting Lars to shut up. It seems like he has taken all your supply for 
himself” Kirk tilted his head, hands resting on James's trapezius muscles. "You're afraid of what I'll think of 


you?" 


James's expression closed off again, gaze slipping from Kirk's face. He ran a hand through his hair, feeling too 
itchy in his own skin 


Kirk was sitting on his lap and they were chatting like it was the most normal thing to do. 
He could've definitely taken that beer. 
James shook his head and stared away at the couch. 


"| don't know why. There's something.. some fuckin’ thing about you that makes me give a fuck. It makes me 


wanna meet your expectations." 

Kirk's arms dropped to his sides. 

"Who says | have any?" 

At the other man's surprised and angry glare, his hands returned to James's shoulders. 

"Relax. l'm joking." He searched the blond's eyes. "Look, man Meet my expectations? I'm no better than you. If 
you knew only half of the stuff going on up here, you'd see me for what | really am, and that's fucked up." His 
eyebrows scrunched up. "So there's no need to meet my expectations, James. And besides.. who says this isn't 
exactly what | want you to be?" 

James's gaze alternated between two brown eyes. 

"Your try to make me feel better won't work, just so you know." 

Kirk snorted and slid down a bit, his chest almost touching James's now. 

If | wanted to make you feel better, I'd just give you a blowjob." 

James's gaze snapped up. Kirk was looking at him with an arched eyebrow. 


Then his expression softened and his eyes left James's face. 


"Did you know that | have nightmares every other night?" 


James slowly blinked at him. Then shook his head. 


"Yeah," Kirk nodded, looking at him again. "And when | watch a horror movie, | tend to actually sleep at night. | 
have different kinds of nightmares then, but those | can handle." He smiled lopsidedly. 


James stared at him. 
‘Sometimes it's better to be chased around by The Reaper than something else, you know." He smiled again 
James didn't say anything. 


"| don't want you to feel sorry for me because of that," Kirk said quickly. "I just want you to see there's 
nothing here to admire, really.” 


James nodded faintly. His hands were still resting by his sides, sweating. 

On the TV screen, a male voice spoke. 

So what, after all this time, you're just gonna leave me? No explanation, nothing. 
James swallowed, looking up. 

"Thanks." 


Slightly crooked teeth flashed in near darkness. Kirk's fingers slid along James's clavicle, down to the place 


where the U of his tank top began and where the little hairs disappeared beneath the fabric. 

A small shiver ran through James's chest. He felt too big for his clothes. For his skin, too. 

"Uh, I-I'm gonna take in" He frowned, clearing his throat. Wiping both palms off his jeans, he squirmed until Kirk 
took the hint and stood up. The empty beer bottle clanged down to the floor and James rose from his spot, 
turning away and looking for his sneaker. 


"Here-" Kirk reached for the lost item and handed it over to the crouching singer. 


"Thanks." He slid from between the table-and-couch sandwich and disappeared into his bedroom, stopping at the 
door briefly. 


Kirk stared after him, looking slightly lost and.. something else James couldn't quite identify - at least not in a 
way that fell into the safe category. 


The TV created silly background voices. 


James wished he could see how the movie ends. 


Slipping inside and closing the door behind him, he brushed the other sneaker off and dumped them both by 
the foot of the bed The bed that he - due to the lack of space - shared with Kirk. 


Kirk who will probably crawl into it in a couple of hours. 


James dropped his body on the bed, face down, stuffed a pillow over his head and prayed - to whoever 
listened - for his pants - and the world - to stop suffocating him. 


